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The DESIGNER 
PUBLISHED BY THE STUDENTS OF RHODE ISLAND SCHOOL OF DESIGN 
"MY SALUTE" 
Written by THOMAS E. PRENDERGAST, JR. 
Former R. 1. S. D. Student 
I'll be sincere in things I do, 
I'll call it duty through and through, 
I'll face with unimpending fear, 
The challenge brought to me right here. 
I'll realize I've got to fight, 
I'll guard my loved ones through this night, 
I'll think of killing in terms "they" sight, 
I'll be the one the peace to light. 
I'll think of what I've got to gain, 
If in this state my life remained. 
I'll not condemn "their" creed or race, 
I'll think of bigger things I face, 
I'll not go on from day to day 
With disregard and childish play, 
I'll think of just how things would be, 
If "they" were to conquer successfully, 
I'll think of those I've oft offended, 
But now whose hurts cannot be mended. 
I'll think of those already gone 
I'll think of how they missed the dawn. 
I'll remember how they died 
I'll remember how they tried. 
I'll remember the thoughts, I read, 
On faces of those — who now are dead. 
I'll remember the joys they knew 
The moments of life they had — so few. 
I'll think of those soon to be born, 
Should they live in a world war-torn, 
I'll think of, mothers, so forlorn, 
Whose sons now rise to another dawn. 
I'll think these thoughts and many more, 
I'll realize things more and more, 
I'll raise my flag, my head, my gun, 
I'll look to God, the Only One, 
I'll vigil keep upon this shore, 
I'll pray and fight to end this WAR. . . 
WHERE WE STAND 
Schools throughout the country are 
faced with the major problem of adapting 
education to wartime needs. It is prob­
ably fair to say that few institutions have 
found an adequate solution in a program 
which is of true value in educating men 
during a war. 
The move of Rhode Island School of 
Design to offer a Bachelor of Science 
degree with majors in various fields of 
design has attracted much attention 
throughout the country. Such a move was 
made possible only by the wide variety 
of electives available at the School of 
Design. The average "art school" would 
be unable to present such a program. 
Most of the physically fit men enrolled 
at the school have enlisted in one of the 
various Navy or Army Reserves. Com­
plete approval has been received from 
the Joint Army, Navy, Marine Corps, 
Coast Guard College Procurement Com­
mittee in Washington for the various 
Bachelor of Science degrees offered here. 
The School is accepted for enlistment of 
the students in all college enlistment pro­
grams. Such men are allowed to continue 
study until they are needed. 
One of the important steps in launching 
this program has been the preparation of 
proper physical education facilities. Me­
morial Hall is converted so that it now 
offers a large gymnasium floor, locker 
rooms, and proper shower facilities. Stu­
dents are being provided with uniforms, 
towels and other necessities. 
The physical education program will 
include military drill, calisthenics, group 
games, and experience on both our own 
and the Sixth Army Corps obstacle 
courses. Every man should be in good 
physical shape by the time he completes 
this program. Swimming instruction will 
probably be provided for all of those who 
cannot meet the requirements of the Navy 
in that respect. 
A prominent man in the field of Art 
Education who recently visited most of 
the "art schools" in the East has told us 
that we are probably the only institution 
dealing with the art field which is pre­
senting a valid program for men in the 
emergencies of wartime. Even prepara­
tion of women to meet the requirements 
of the WAVES and the WAACS is some­
what unique in the art schools. 
This is a season of rapid change, and 
Rhode Island School of Design is ready 
to follow quickly any governmental re­
quests. Additional changes may be ex­
pected. The school is making a major 
contribution in the field of Art Education 
at the present time, and it will continue 
to do so. 
FREDERICK C. FERRY, JR. 
Armed Services Representative 
ARMY WROTE 
I will modestly admit, that the other 
day I approached the general with a 
superlative plan for camouflaging the 
joint, but he, being narrow minded re­
fused it. It was quite simple, too. It con­
sisted of a sort of low hanging cloud 
made of cotton held up by barrage bal­
loons. Since this is cotton country, I 
thought this a good idea. 
Since he didn't seem to like that, I'm 
working on another one. This one con­
sists of moving the whole camp north­
east about two thousand miles without 
telling anyone. Tell me what you think 
of it! 
Do you remember Don Hartwell? He, 
as well as Charlie Lunsford enlisted with 
me, and we've been together ever since. 
Anyway, Con left today for Officers' Can­
didate School and three months from 
now, provided he can stand the strain, 
he'll emerge with a pair of gold bars, a 
second lieutenant. 
PRIVATE GORDON DALTON 
H. and S. Co. 
84th Enr. Com. Bu. Army 
Camp Livingston, La. 
NAVY WROTE 
"Tonight we had something delicious. 
I wish I knew what it was. It could have 
been most any kind of meat. The only 
thing I am sure of was that it was fried. 
Coop says they lay it on a table and run 
along the line with a blow-torch. Seri­
ously though, this Navy is the life." Jack. 
Jack Armstrong, who was responsible 
for the above bit of humor, has just re­
cently been moved to Rockland, Maine, 
where he is training for mine sweeping and 
munitions transport service. 1 know you 
all remember Harold Cooper, "Coop," 
also a pre-war student at R.I.S.D. He is 
stationed at Boston, Mass. 
FROSH QUOTE 
What do you think about the School 
of Design? 
"Compared to high school, I appreci­
ate it immensely because it teaches a 
person how to think," Robert Nason. 
"Too hard to meet people!" Mardelle 
Hicks. "I like the buildings," Mary Pren-
dergast. "It's the dullest place on earth!" 
Malcom Case. "I like the people," Polly 
Kraft. "1 ain't saying nothin'!" Frank 
Westerburg. "Too much unnecessary 
work," Rose Coppa. "Ahhhh !!" Ruth 
Bloom. "They shouldn't have built the 
place on a hill!" James Corrigan. "The 
teachers certainly know what they're talk­
ing about... I think!" Marion Madeiros. 
"Let's get away from it all!" Michael Ab-
batte. "I think it's tops!!" Avis Strauss. 
"Are you kiddin'?" Nancy Hurd. "I like 
it! Really I do!" Ann Grzebein. "I've 
met some girls that have never necked," 
Robert O'Brien. "My favorite subject 
is History," Virginia Vendettuoli. "I'm 
not homesick at all," Mildred Wood-
row. "Confusin' but amusin'!" Charlotte 
Williams. C. B. 
OUR PAST AND PRESENT 
Last spring at one of the regular Stu­
dent Council meetings, one of the mem­
bers suggested that the Council sponsor 
some kind of a news-sheet to be given to 
all students free of charge. Therefore, a 
committee was organized and they pro­
ceeded to issue THE DESIGNER. Chip 
Allen was editor, and eight other Council 
members worked with her. It was fun- ' 
damentally an experiment and the paper 
consisted of two mimeographed sheets. 
They edited two such issues. Everyone 
seemed to like the idea of such a paper 
so this fall the Council again organized 
a staff and this time these people were 
students not in the Council. Those who 
originally helped on THE DESIGNER met 
with the new staff and helped them to 
organize. The staff unanimously elected 
Dave Strout as editor and immediately 
swung into action to produce a new and 
better looking DESICNER, E. A. 
YOUTH ATTENTION 
The most dangerous of all weapons 
is the human hand. But behind the hand 
is the human mind, a little god of good 
or evil, a little god of limitless power. 
We have seen these little gods at play, 
stamping the bloody earth in a macabre 
dance of death. We have breathed their 
sickly breath. We have heard their stri­
dent music in the taut stillness of human 
desolation. They are the little gods of evil. 
They speak to us. They say: "Give! Your 
youth? It is not enough. Your hope? 
A trifle. Your body? That is better. Your 
soul? Good, we w ill take your soul." 
Our fathers slew the dragon; the forces 
of evil have sown the dragon's teeth. Now 
is the harvest, and the harvest is ours. 
But we a re the young and we are the liv­
ing. This day, past, shall be a "bucket of 
ashes". Tomorrow is our day. The world 
a-making will be the way we make it, 
and the way we m ake it depends on what 
we are. 
Our souls we dare not sacrifice to war. 
Ourselves we must dedicate to peace. 
How hollow the victory if the good little 
gods have slipped away? What is justice, 
what is freedom, what is truth without 
the just man, the free man, the true man ? 
What pro fit the right to sit in judgment 
without the integrity to judge? 
Goodness is a natural potentiality of 
everyone. It is defined neither by limits 
of race, religion or nationality. Least of 
all is it a prerogative of ourselves alone. 
We must approach our problem humbly. 
How sh all we seek and find goodness? 
How shall we, in other words, live fairly 
and yet to the full? 
Socrates answer was knowledge. This 
does not mean factual knowledge only, 
or knowledge of material things alone. 
It is knowledge which produces a pre­
disposition for right thinking. The an­
swer of the Church is mystical com­
munion with the Good. The answer of 
•oday? Well may we ask, "What is the 
answer of t oday?" Will we know it when 
we hear it? Have we, who have the 
chance, disciplined our minds and per­
meated our being with the best achieve­
ments of human thought? If not, why 
n°t. Are we and our ways of thought 
worth the lives of the men who are fight­
ing for us? 
There are thousands and thousands of 
them, young soldiers of bright faith who 
are offering up the flower of youth and 
the promise of fulfilment to perpetuate 
what we believe to be the greatest achieve­
ment of political thought, democratic 
government. Hundreds and thousands 
are serving in many ways we shall never 
know. You may also serve, to win the 
war, to prepare the peace. 
However we serve, all must have one 
end in view. If we would keep the faith, 
we must lay upon ourselves the obligation 
of working positively, effectively and 
efficiently for good. We must one by one 
be public agents of democracy not only 
as a theory of government but as the 
enlightened way of life. 
ADELAIDE M. DAVIDSON 
Me Thinks We'll Dreem 
Overlooking a slight discrepancy in 
seasons, the Senior Class is really going 
Shakespeare in the presentation of its 
dance, "A Midwinter Night's Dream". 
Any similarity to the original is purely 
coincidental. 
Bard Anthony Amalfetano, class presi­
dent, is ably assisted by a dance commit­
tee including Eleanor Allen, Pauline Bid­
den, and Elizabeth Coleman. 
Memorial Hall will take on its chilly 
atmosphere under the artistic hands of 
Doris Allen, Helen Ellis, Suzanne Cassels, 
Marjorie Tabor, and Anthony Amalfe­
tano. Tony sure manages to get himself 
surrounded with women. 
James MacDonald, John Kirwan, Rich­
ard Johnson, and Stanley Lindbloom are 
responsible for all those eye-catching 
posters lining the corridors. 
Gloria Hicks assures us that any lack 
of temperature will be counteracted by 
the music of Tommy McMann and his 
band. So run, do not walk, to Frank 
Christoph, the gentleman? in charge of 
tickets there on December fourth. 
N. H. 
The attendance at the school assemblies 
is punk. Can it be that the student body 
is so well informed and so busy that they 
no longer find it worth while to take 
advantage of that which constitutes one 
of the richest resources here at school? 
CLARISSA'S STAND 
There's a symbol sitting on a pedestal 
in the Benefit Street foyer. Her name is 
Clarissa and she doesn't resemble our 
conception of a symbol very much be­
cause she more or less looks like one of 
Dr. Suiss's animals. 
However, she is a symbol. Of what? 
Well, let's call her a symbol of wealth. 
There aren't very many countries left 
on this planet where a person can toss a 
penny, or nickel, or even a dime away 
and not notice a considerable difference 
in their standard of living. Perhaps 
jingling a handful of small change in 
your pocket doesn't make you feel very 
wealthy, especially if it doesn't add up to 
more than thirty-nine cents. But then 
look beyond your back yard fence into 
Europe and Asia and go and put the four 
cents in Clarissa. You're wealthy! 
Let's call her a symbol of compassion. 
There isn't much of that left either. Every 
penny in that ugly piece of plaster buys 
a very large sbare of compassion. 
Most important though, she's a symbol 
of brotherhood. Someone's always going 
to need someone and every time a penny 
(or nickel or dime) clinks down onto the 
pile you get a little closer to being some­
body's friend. You'll never meet that 
"somebody" but don't think that when he 
gets the bread, or bandages, or orange 
you buy him with your change he isn't 
going to thank you from the bottom of 
his confused and tired heart. 
Oh, Clarissa stands for a lot of things. 
But don't think she's as happy as she 
looks. She is suffering from anemia. 
There's a definite lack of copper in her 
system, which was built to take a lot. 
P. S. Every time she's milked she'll be 
put back on the pedestal. She's volun­
teered for the duration! 
MRS. PEGGY NOBEL 
Stanley Chafetz is leaving December 
fourth (tomorrow) for Fort Devens and 
then points unknown. We wish him all the 
luck in the world and feel sure that he 
will prove himself worthy as a Rhode 
Island School of Design representative 
in the armed forces. 
This is your DESIGNER. Someone 
just handed it to you or perhaps you 
picked it up somewhere. What is it? Well, 
it is an attempt of a few people, too few 
indeed, but nevertheless a sincere attempt 
to bring to the eyes and the minds of the 
students here at R.I.S.D. several thoughts 
and expressions that we, the staff, believe 
to be important. When I say the staff, I 
mean all of us who have the prerogative 
to be students at this institution. It is 
your school and this is your paper. 
You have heard the old gray beards 
say, "You'll get out of this just what you 
put in." Sounds logical doesn't it? It is 
logical and in the case of this paper it is 
a fact. If we want a good paper, one 
which will bring us news of school activ­
ities, reports from far off lands and the 
boys who have left us, notes of coming 
and past events here at school, records of 
humorous and serious things that make 
school life what it is, we have to work 
for it. 
It has been said, by those who have 
known the school over a long period of 
time, that a school paper can not function 
successfully here at Rhode Island School 
of Design. We think that this idea is time-
worn and false. We hope that in the future 
YOU will help prove that we are capable 
of producing a worthy periodical. 
This is not our first issue, there have 
been others and there have been and will 
be better issues, nevertheless we are 
proud of it and hope you are. READ IT, 
take it home, send to a fellow in the 
service, do anything you want with it but 
remember that there will be other issues 
and your suggestions and help are greatly 
needed. -—ED. 
STAGE NOTES 
The curtain went up on activities of 
the Dramatic Club, October ninth, when 
the first meeting was called to order in 
the little Green Room off s tage. The audi­
ence was one that will make history in 
the records of the club. Miss Bates, 
English teacher connected with theatre, 
and Mrs. Lowenburg, also an English 
teacher, were named as the new faculty 
advisors for the year 1942-43. 
The new officers of the club are as fol­
lows: 
President Miss Eleanor Allen 
Vice President Miss Elaine Fleisher 
Secretary Miss Louise Mersceate 
Treasurer Miss Shirley Smith 
Chairman of Production Malcom Case 
Since the first meeting, when the club 
was shaken to action by a glimmering 
idea, the club has been rumbling with 
ideas, arguments and personalities, now 
they have burst forth with one of the most 
complete musical shows of its kind ever 
produced in the School of Design. Under 
the official direction of Bob Hathaway, 
Dramatic Club's President Chip Allen, 
and Don Pollard, the stage is burning 
with dancing feet, an earful of singing, 
and a host of ideas. They've given the 
monicer "Tempus Figits" of ( Fidgets) to 
their show. We'll be looking for you De­
cember ninth. •—M. C. 
QUICKSILVER, by Fitzroy Davis, is 
a book which we wish to recommend to 
dramatic club members and all others 
interested in the stage. In six hundred 
and twenty pages about a theatrical com­
pany's tour, the author tells his story with 
the single-mindedness, so characteristic 
of theatrical folk, which makes every 
town for the actor on the road a triangle 
between station, hotel, and theatre. The 
characters are developed largely through 
their attitudes toward their parts — a 
striking, and in this case, wholly success­
ful literary device. Although written with 
no respect for the niceties of the English 
language, the book manages to be absorb­
ing even to readers not overly interested 
in the stage. 
The plan of rationing gasoline on a 
country-wide basis as a means of saving 
rubber certainly meets with general ap­
proval here. It never seemed quiet fair 
to punish people who are easterners 
through no fault of their own. 
"Painting nudes on the banks of the 
Arc is all the fun I could ask for. Only, 
you understand, all women are cats and 
damned calculating. . . They might get 
their hooks on me! Life's frightful, isn't 
it?" 
The above is taken from Ambroise Vol-
lard's book on the life of Cezanne. Cho­
sen, because of its worth, for the reading 
list in the Design Theory course, it is a 
book which would prove interesting to 
any person either as study of the artist 
or as a record of virile expressions of a 
profound genius. If you really want to 
know the answers, get this book. It is 
just what the doctor ordered. 
Miiimy Chiriotmm 
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